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intestines for want of food. Let us scratch our itching with the
help of our wives, though in a slightly different way than that in use
in the time of the great sages!

PADUMA. O flowers that are bound to me with the string of
brotherly love, O brothers, your unanimous opinion gives me great
sorrow, and a fear of impending disaster. Your plan appears to you
logical and suitable. But do not forget ancient fables and stories.
Nine million swans were once destroyed, because they learned to eat
the flesh of their fellows, and King Bawrithat was expelled from his
kingdom for eating human flesh. I cannot decide. I know it is against
all human principles to kill and eat our princesses. The sight of your
tortured faces makes me wish, however, that I could agree to your
plan. We can blame but hard Fate, and pray and wish for swift and
sudden death.

SCENE 3

ANOTHER PART OF THE FOREST
Enter PADUMA and his PRINCESS.

PADUMA. Small of waist and lovely of breast, the pride of the
palace, the rarest flower that I will always wear until death 1 Our
brothers have eaten up, in the madness of starvation, my royal sisters
that had laughed so often in the shadow of our palace. The brothers,
too, will die soon, for they will eat each other. We have walked and
run for miles. But we must go on, and along the rough paths of the
forest, can the palace-born princess walk?

PRINCESS. The jewel of the whole world, the never-fading flower
of your consort, man worth a kingdom 1 I feel my strength ebbing
away, and I feel that my misery is going to end here. My golden
jewel, say farewell to me. Love, we now part for ever. Please leave
the lifeless body of your princess in the forest glade, and fly for your
life, my dear lord.

PADUMA. My playmate of the palace, have you ever heard of
such a thing as this ? How can you die when I am with your Do we
not live together? Then, shall we not die together? Talk not of
death, my love. I will carry you on my back, and take you out of
this directionless, pathless, dark-brown forest, and the sun-baked
silvery sands.

PRINCESS. My lord of pure gold that I gaze at for ever in ecstasy!
In this forest-desert, we shall never find well or pond or lake. It is